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of travel was the rise of Romanticism, which stimulated
the interest of men in their own hearts and minds, and
In the poetic virtues of the past of their own peoples,
and thus led them to seek their inspiration nearer
home. As far as literature is concerned, the nations
of Europe knew less about each other—and cared less
—in the nineteenth century than in the spacious,
cosmopolitan eighteenth century.
But if England had been discovered—was already a
'turned page—America still remained. And we all
know what a reverberation the red man of the western
hemisphere had in France, down to the enthusiasm for
Fenimore Cooper and The Last of the Mohicans.
America was greeted as the land of freedom by those
men to whom the great Revolution was still a living
memory: although many, alas, who actually crossed
the ocean, experienced like Martin Chmlewlt a sad
disappointment when they found how unfree and how
crude the land of freedom was. Still, America looms
very large in the literature of the nineteenth century—
a kind of Eldorado of great dreams of liberty and open
spaces.
Let me turn now to another aspect of my theme. In
its very essence, literature, especially that form of
literature which rests on narrative, Is an expression of
travel. The oldest stories of the world are stories of
travel—the Odyssey, the Aeneid> the Italian epics, the
novels of the seventeenth century, are all travel novels.
It is true that, in spite of the slowly growing realism
which I have already noted, it was for the most part
an exotic and untrue record of travel. But at the
beginning of the eighteenth century one great book
changed all this. Suddenly, into the fantastic,
extravagant world, dropped JLobinson Crusoe. Before
this simple and realistic description of a single ship-
wrecked mariner fighting single-handed the forces
of nature, the whole motley world of the heroic novel,
with its record of adventures from China to Peru,
faded into thin air. And a new era of travel-inspired

